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Editor’s Note 


As the Editor of the Ex Umbra I have learned so much in so little time. The 
greatest lesson I have learned is that hard work and perseverance make a 
better person and produce a greater product. 


This issue of the Ex Umbra was a joy to take part in. It is like having a child 
and watching it develop to the form of birth. This issue seemed as if it would 
be hard to get flowing at first, but as time progressed, I was able to see the 
creativity of the Eagles who chose to submit their work for all to see their 
talent. Thank you for all your submissions because without them, there would 
be no Ex Umbra. 


To the students who are reading this issue, I encourage you to sit back and let 
the words from each work speak to you in a deep and meaningful manner. — 
For those of you who did not submit and want to, think of all the joy that your 

hidden talent could bring to someone who may read your words. | 


This issue of the Ex Umbra was put together with the help of a few, fellow 
Eagles. I know when you start naming people, you sometimes leave someone 
out, but I will take my chances this one time. Jeannette Manigan, Marquis 
Jackson, Dominic McCarthy, Erica Hall, and Deborah Watkins; these are the — 
students who gave an encouraging word, helped to hang a flyer, and read 
through the submissions. 


I would also like to thank Dr. Andrew Williams for his encouragement. 


O. Lynn McEachern 
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You Have Been Deceived 


you have been deceived sweet child 
warm voice melting temptation 
into your youthful curiosity 
becoming the sacrifice 

of your purity 

soft whispers drown 

out the sound of 

resistance 

as succulent kisses 

comfort the uncomfortable feeling 
ignoring words of wisdom 
your woman slips away 

down your leg 

curbing round your knee 
forming a small puddle of 
regret at the base of your soul 
sold along with your respect 

as the room and your life 

he departs... 

my sweet child 

you have been deceived... 

I forgive you 

for being last 


Kalen Davis 
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IF 


My dearest friend, I’m afraid 

this is the end So now’s your 
chance to tell me how you feel 
b4 it’s too late and 

I have to go 

If I died today 

Would you miss me? 

Would you cry? 

Would I be in your heart forever? 
or would you dismiss me and 

say “never”? 

I felt that life was through 

for me 

I saw all I wanted to see 

(which wasn’t much) 

But I couldn’t stand to see 

My beautiful world crash 

around me So if I took my life 
Would you be mad? Would you cry? 
If I were to die? 

Could you truly say you loved me then, 
the way I love you.. .? 

More than life itself 


Dominique R. Battle 
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Questioning Motives 


Why do you question me? 
Just accept me for who I am. 


You ask me why I wear a backwards hat. 
Take another look, it looks sexy like that. 


“Why are you always repping Philly?” 
Because, in my opinion, it’s the most beautiful place. 
Don’t be Silly. 


With all my sporty clothes, you even question my sexual 
preference. 
Do you need to see my resume? 


When you see me, stop asking, where I’m going or where I’ve 
been. I’m always on the “Move” 


and don’t stop until I say when. 


Moressa A. Tomlin 
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How Many Can Say 


How many can say 

Just one more minute 

Just one more hour 

And make it worth the time to ask? 


How many can say 

Pll do it over 

And yet never do? 

Another lost moment of greatness gone 


How many can say 

I didn’t mean this, that, or the other 
And truly feel it without guilt? 

A chance to set things right. 


How many can say 

Thank you and mean it 

And not repeat a wrong 

To say I’m sorry for it again? 


How many can say 

I’ve done my best 

And that’s all God requires 
And know a star shines for you 
Because of it? 

How many can say? 


Deborah Freeman Watkins 
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Letter to Raven 
Raven, 
Hello love, another week gone by 
and I sit in reflection, 
wondering what’s the difference 
between this place and high school 
The class food chain is still the same 
upper class students prey on freshmen 
Everyone trying to fit in, afraid to be themselves 
which makes it hard to find people to talk to 
Guys trying to be thugged out, just boys playing at manhood 
girls going after the wanna be thugs, and gettin’ played 
Most of them pretenders who wouldn’t know 
intelligent conversation if it walked up and sat on their face 
They listen to the way I talk and 
Their minds are sent reeling by my vocabulary 
Some are impressed by my passion, some are angered 
and try to intimidate me into dumbing down my voice 
They are surprised to find how much fight is in me 
I stand fast and continue to be me, and they hate me for it 
I find my real friends among the outcasts, those 
kindred spirits who know the joy of true individuality 
Maybe one day everyone will wake up from this dream 
called conformity, and realize Great minds think for themselves 
and conformity is a way to keep talent in servitude far away from 
the seats of power that is its birthright 


Timothy Coleman 
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Hear Me 


Hear me, I’m not just words 

I’m an uplifting voice 

Rising from the voice of a deep 
Southern Negro field holler 

Using my mind to make a dollar 
Never thought I would publish a book 
So I took the opportunity to influence ingenuity 
In part II of our stride to unity 

Hear me, I’m not just words 

I’m an uplifting voice 

The ideology behind unity 

Is blacks have pushed it to the side 
And became individualized 

Like brothers that become institutionalized 
Hear me, I’m not just words 

I’m an uplifting voice 

Let’s rejoice but not 

Celebrate because we have yet 

To the make the minority the majority 
Hear me, I’m not just words 

I’m an uplifting voice 


Timothy Lamont Roberson 
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Hate 


Why hate when we need to motivate not discriminate 

Educate the youth to appreciate and not promote hate 

Apartheid, Segregation 

Words meant to divide and cause genocide 

Alienation, Separation 

More words meant to restrain minorities from their patriotic land 
and especially voter registration. 

It’s time to deliberate what’s constitutional, unconstitutional 
When it comes to freedom of speech; when it’s propelled to 
advocate hate crimes superior with new innovations to spread 
across the nation to the youthful generation. 

With this motivation lets make a pact to provide peaceful 
demonstration for those of dissimilar issues 

Why hate when we need to embrace the future 

And reject futurism that rejects African-American traditionalism 
For hate is only anxiety that comes from ignorance of not wanting 
to know each other or accept one another as a sister or brother 

So with all said and done it’s time to relinquish the violence that 
causes so much silence and open up your heart to see the art in the 
word P-E-A-C-E 


Timothy Lamont Roberson 
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Woman Behind The Veil 


You 
Wo-Man 
She who was taken from the womb of Man 
Created from the curvaceous rib of brotha Adam 
Instinctive protector of all that is vital, all that is dear to the heart 
She who is the Fe (pronounced fee) 
That which distinguishes you from he 
Don your FE She, for in the fact that you are FE, you have the 
honor of bearing fruit 
Blessed is the fruit of thy womb, She 
For it is a gift that was given to thee and not he 
Celebrate , She 
For it is by divine appointment that you should be - the 
compassionate tender side of He 


He who speaks and the seas obey, He who separated night from 
day 


Bask in the sweetness of your WO-MAN-HOOD 
She 

For in the creation of thee 

Was instilled the ability 

To be ushered into the very presence of He 


Called to moan and cry in prayer 
With the supernatural ability to snatch souls 
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From the very jaws of hell 

Worship She, Him who sanctified thee 

For you are the Woman Behind the Veil 
Woman of virtue 

Warrior FE 

Women of Promise 

Anointed is She 

Walk in the places of Queens, for She should 
Heir to the Kingdom, Royal Priesthood 


Precious is She 

Fashioned by He 

Gently, Carefully, made Awesomely 
Powerful, Prayerful, She before He 
Pressing for the mark 

Crushing Demons from hell 

Fire baptized Sistas 

Women Behind the Veil. 


Rhonda Royal Hatton 
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Making Love Noir 


My Mighty Black Warrior 

My Prisoner of Love 

Don’t Resist, Samson, I, your Delilah must restrain you 
Not to trick you, nor to tame you 

But to please you and I aim to 

For I long to experience your Chocolate ecstasy 

My Valiant Solider 

Relax 

Permit me 

Stallion 

To take you for a ride 

Allow me, Sweet Prince 

To handle your spear 

My desire is to satisfy you, Dear One 

I promise I’ll be gentle 

I know you are protective of your powerful weapons 
Let me cover you with kisses, tasting your sweet strength 
I wish to lose myself in the depth of your Ebonyness 
Groove with me, my Nubian Tower 


38 


As I create melodies that make your body sway to the motion of 


my palatable ocean itil 
Moans of sensuality shall escape your trembling lips 
And dance upon my eardrums to the exotic beats of my name 
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Yes! Join me in song 

As I make this horn sing an arrangement of complicated notes 
Feverently, I shall play 

Until it pulses with the rhythm of your beating heart 

Hold tight, my Dark Knight 

As I take you to a mind blowing height 

Embraced by my passion 

A cave, soft and warm 

We'll ride on the waves of our quiet storm 


Rhonda Royal Hatton 
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Testimony 


Out of the night emerge, suddenly like the flight of birds. 
A bastard born to unwed seventeens, 
Perhaps I’m their curse, 
Their punishment must I be 
For weighing pleasure over responsibility. 


Older now, but not much different, 
“The apple don’t fall far from the tree” 
“You just like yo’ daddy” 
Echoing in my brain, trying so hard to be 
Different but only staying the same. 


So fears and tears and jeers 
Cause my maturation to out run my years. 
Mind developing much quicker than I 
Seems getting high is my slice of American Pie 
Then I Stop. 

I examine the situation, the depravation of emancipation, 
The denial of reparation, visualizing my destination 
as revealed in the Revelation. 

And without hesitation I correct my miseducation 
And begin the restoration of self, 

I’ve found the greatest wealth. 


Four hundred years of endurance under my belt, 
Courage and strength under my belt, 
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Wisdom at length under my belt, 
The presence of God I have felt. . . 
And continue to feel. 


Out of the night I emerge suddenly like the flight of birds. 


Though I’ve come far, still I search. 
Though I feel free, still I hurt. 
There was a cloud in my brain, pain in my frame, 
Shame controlled my game. 
Suddenly 
I’m not the same, 

Dry is the rain. 

Turn from joy to pain, 

And I emerge. 

Out of the night I emerge. 
Suddenly, I emerge like the flight of birds. 


Marquis Jackson 
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Never Charge a Fee 


I give thanks to U my God 

Lord of Lords & Lord of all. 

Thank you, Jesus, for blessing me. 

And you never ever charged a fee. 

I’m so glad you are in my life. 

I thank you Lord for my Wife. 

U brought me someone who believes in me. 

And you still never charge me a fee 

Somedays get me down & I feel out of luck. 

But if I keep my faith I could never get stuck. 
Thank you Lord for your only begotten Son. 

Whose deeds where so great there could only be one. 
He died on the cross for all of our sins 

And with Jesus on my side I know I will win. 

If I read my Bible & do what’s right 

I could get in heaven one day or night 

And when I get there, Lord, you’ll look down on me 
And I’ll say thank you father for never charging me. 


Jonathan Lump Perry 


Ibe 
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Liar 


“T love you.” 

“T love you more.” 

“T love you most.” 
For her it was just a game. 
For me, a true boast. 

We used to race to say the last line. 

Like that would make it true for each period of time. 
At the beginning of each day, 

each week, 
each year. 
“T said it, that makes it true!” 
she sang her jeer. 

For her it was a game, she was never sincere. 

I spoke truth, a one way relationship, I fear. 
The new millennium is here, and she is married to another. 

Into the night sky I whisper, 

“IT DID love you the most,” 
To my son’s mother. 


J. Daum 
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A Stroke Is No Joke 


I had a stroke on the bus, 

Coming home from the Wingate game. 

A blood clot had traveled through my body, 
And landed on the top, right side of my brain. 


The left side of my body was tingling, 
I felt paralyzed and very weak. 

I wanted to tell somebody, 

But it was hard for me to speak. 


I struggled to my office, 

To collect my thoughts and rest. 

I knew something was wrong with me, 
But I just didn’t want to confess. 


My wife called from Southern Pines, 
To find out the results of the game. 
She could tell by slurred voice, 

That things were not the same. 


The players and the coaches had left, 

So there I sat alone. 

Knowing the greatest challenge of my life, 
Was to walk to my car and drive home. 
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I decided to drive to the hospital, 
After resting at home for a while. 
There I was diagnosed with a stroke. 
Thank God it was only mild. 


Six days in Rex Hospital, 

Was not that tough at all. 

Because of the visits, flowers, cards. 
And dozens of telephone calls. 


Thanks to my family and friends, 

For their concern, support, and love. 

But our prayers would not have been answered. 
Without the blessings from above. 


If the clot would have moved one more centimeter, 
I would have been in a “vegetable” state. 

Two more centimeters, I would have died. 

I’m so glad God is in charge of my fate. 


On December the 6", I had a mild stroke, 
And I was in some kind of mess. 

As horrible as that sounds, 

I was fortunate, lucky, and truly blessed. 


Thank you God for caring for me, 
Through this and other ordeals. 


You have been so good to me, 
It’s my life, but it’s Your will. 


Phil Spence 
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A Sincere Apology 


The phone rang, and as I remember it today, it rang a little louder than 
usual. As my mom stood and spoke on the phone, everything outside 
of my mother and I just froze. As tears filled her eyes, a fist gripped 
the pit of my stomach. As she approached me, the grip got tighter 
and tighter. All I heard was, “Your dad,” and I couldn’t hear anything 
else over my own screams. At that moment on November Dvratad 30; 
my life seemed to have come to a crashing end. My dad had breathed 
his last breath, and my heart seemed to hear its last beat. 


How could this be happening to me? How could he have died? He 
was fine the day before yesterday. “Oh my God, he asked me to come 
over tomorrow and I said, no. My daddy needed me and I said no. 
Mommy, I told him no.” The tears stung my face as I continued to 
think about our conversation the day before. At that moment, I sank 
into a state of denial which would remain until this cruel joke was 
over. I vowed not to talk until my father returned. I didn’t talk, 
smile, or communicate with anyone, even though my family 
commenced to make plans for the funeral, I continued for days on end 
to call my father’s house and leave messages as if he were just out at 
the moment. I continued to brag about what extraordinary gifts he 
would buy for my birthday that was only two weeks away. I 
remarked to those who offered their condolences in mockery as 
though they had not been aware of the awful prank. I paid mourners 
no mind at all, because soon they would see that my Daddy was not 
dead. My Daddy would not have left me without saying good-bye. 
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On the morning of Thursday, November 9th, 1992, my family was 
still convinced that there would be a funeral, and I still remained 
silent. The long black limousine approached our home, and I entered 
almost in a trance, because I couldn’t understand how they could 
continue with this act for so long. We seemed to have ridden forever 
when the limousine pulled up in front of the small yet charming 
funeral parlor. As we walked through the door, tons of people waited 
and kissed and hugged us as we passed. They were talking, but for 
some reason I could see their mouths moving but could hear nothing. 
As we walked into the parlor, a gripping feeling seemed to engross 
the length of my throat. Throughout the memorial service, the grip 
got tighter and tighter. The man began to sing the sweet lyrics of my 
father’s favorite gospel song, Precious Lord, Take My Hand. With 
each word, the grasp upon my throat became even more gut 
wrenching. As the lyrics, Lead me home let me stand flowed from his 
mouth, the preacher approached the coffin and began to cover my 
father who lay there playing his part flawlessly. For some reason, the 
conclusion of the play had arrived and neither my father nor family 
had taken their well-deserved bow. It seemed as if it were no longer 


a prank. It was true. My father was dead, but I just could not believe 
it. 


As the man began to cover my dad’s face, I jumped up from the chair 
and began to hug my dad. I opened my mouth and apparently 
frightened the stranger into releasing his grip because before he 
realized it, my deprived cries were sounding throughout the room. I 
startled myself by the things that I was saying to my father at his 
funeral. I fussed at him for leaving without saying good-bye, and 
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swore at him for allowing me to silently believe that he would be 
coming back. After several minutes of soul-cleansing yelling in front 
of my emotional and amazed audience, the burden had been lifted. 
I didn’t have to be silent anymore because I had told my daddy how 
I felt and his strength had been transcended. Giving me the strength 
to move on. The power of life and death is in the tongue. Don’t be 
a prisoner to denial. Only you can express your feelings. 


My parents had been a sole inspiration, my confidence, and ultimately 
my shining stars since birth. Their guidance was life rays of sunshine 
nurturing a meek seed trying to grow. My parents had always been 
the strength and motivation I needed to complete any task that I 
encountered. As long asI continued to hear those boisterous voices 
in the back of my head telling me that I could succeed, I knew that I 
could. Suddenly, one of those voices grew soft, and initially so did 
mine. I began to wonder what was the purpose of developing a bond 
with anyone or anything if at any time one would be vulnerable to it 
being taken away. Until then, I had never realized how much I 
depended on my father. I suppose that I assumed that because he was 
my dad and I needed him, he would never go away. As unrealistic as 
it may sound, I really felt that secure but that sense of security was 
lost. For a moment, I had to stop and think about where my life was 
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going, if anywhere. That sort of quasi-tranquil shield with which I 
had surrounded myself had mysteriously been broken. However, I 
realized that people die even though, they may have been a very 
important part of someone’s life. So, I could not deny others the 
privilege of getting to know me in fear of losing them or else I'd end 
up living a lonely life. 


My dad was a grand oak whose branches held a nest for each of us to 
lie in until we were comfortable with moving on. Now, I must build 
my own nest. With my newfound knowledge, I realized that having 
parents is a privilege and should be treated as such. Ever since then, 
I value every day that I am allowed to spend with my mother. I often 
apologize for not having done the same for my father. Take the time 
to say, “I’m sorry, please forgive me, I love you, thank you, or it’s 
okay.” So if tomorrow never comes, you'll have no regrets about 
today. 


Shama Frazer 
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Aggie Nurse 


The Health Profession can be such a warm place. 
There is a Nurse I met who has seen me with a wet face. 


I’m glad there are people like her here. 
It’s good to know there is a listening ear. 


Only 28, but she’s been where I’m at. 
Just a few years ago on another campus she sat. 


The words she spoke were encouraging and upbeat. 
From Aggie to Eagleland, she has landed on her feet. 


She told me to say, “I’m the Bomb!” 
I really wasn’t feeling like that, so I began to sob. 


Aggie Nurse, your words were an upliftment. 
I’m glad you came to Eagleland, may another 


student find you to be a source of enrichment. 


Moressa Allin Tomlin 


Pip 
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January Thaw 


I abandon my crossword puzzle 
For the new seed catalog 

A mailing perfectly timed 

With the first daffodils 

The calico cat and I 

Reclaim our places on the desk 
Positions deserted since October 


She studies the squirrels 

Whilst I ponder heirloom tomatoes 
And savor the heady effects 

Of a cold beer 

Chased with smell of warm dirt 


For a time neither of us move 

As if posing for a painting 
Something by Thomas Hart Benton 
With clear blue skies 

Fading to faint pink sunset 

Titled “January Thaw” 


Terry Mosley 
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Stay 


The endless smiles you put on my face 

Your love and kindheartedness 

were easy to embrace. 

Your deep open thoughts, you so easily shared. 
These other guys, to you, I can’t compare. 

The way you make me feel, no words can explain 
What I would do to have you in my arms. 

To keep you away from loneliness and all harm. 
To remind you everyday, you’re in my heart. 

To wipe away your tears, 

with no explanations of why they start. 

No matter what I’m doing, 

the thought of you comes to mind. 

I wanna show you how I feel, 

sometimes I don’t know how. 

If it is to be, this relationship will work. 

Not worrying about the distance, age, nor past hurt. 
My feelings are growing deeper within each day. 
In my life is where I want you to stay. 


Michelle McLlwain 
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Profound Image 


I look in the mirror to see the paths I’ve made, 

too bad I didn’t have a shovel to clear my trace. 

The things I feel when I see that shadow, 

hurt, disappointment, I could’ve done better. 

When I look in the mirror I often hear the voices 

of those who told me, you’ll never amount to nothing. 
When I look in the mirror, I sometimes wanna cry, 

“why can’t I fit this, that’s the new style.” 

Then I look deep inside, I see a beautiful young 

lady, no matter the size, I’m gonna make it. 

The storms I’ve been through only the Lord helped me pass. 
The devil will not have my joy, this will last. 

I sometimes see a young lady with the soul of an old woman. 
People say I’m mature, I feel I’ve aged way too soon. 

The responsibilities ’ve taken are 

too much for my young soul to bear, 

the image in the mirror has taken me there. 


Michelle McLlwain 
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Tears 


I couldn’t stop the tears falling down today 

Like I couldn’t see the problems that were coming my way 
The same as I can’t keep a smile upon my face 

Wish I could just spit out this bad taste 

And it forever would be gone away 

I can look back in my time here on earth and trace 

And if I would have known this was coming I could brace 
Or see if I could get the hell out of the tornado’s way 
And get reclusive and find me a hideaway 

A quick fast getaway 

Where I could make some sort of escape 

And where I would be in a place 

Where I couldn’t catch a case 

Where I wouldn’t bother no one and no one would bother me 
Living for me to be me 

The way it is supposed to be 

But the chance of that is small and nil 

Like one month out of the year 

That I wouldn’t receive a bill 

It is gonna happen 

It was bound to 

Terrible and surreal for real 

Clarity standing in the stoop ready to be called in the field 
And destroy all and everything 

Just hoping 
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To leave alone my soul searching 

Seems like I should’ve been warned 

And not dragged along 

Brought into a storm so strong 

Everything collapses at the same time 

So much turmoil that it has really blown my mind 
Keeping in touch with myself and my emotions 
Going up and down these waves of life but the tides to me 
resembles an ocean 

And the visual is seemingly 

Like there is no search team at my party 

Just drowning off the deep end 

The pain pounds within and makes me feel like that all I have ever 
known and loved is ending 

So you know the type of deterrent that keeps sending 
Me into a psycho cycle being dealt 

Swallowing up my whole self 

Stuck under the pendulum’s mighty blade 

Dropping closer and closer towards my brain 

And I am being told that it’s okay 

That alone would make you go insane 

And like the pain will soon go away 

Like some nocturnal creature 

And it just half past the nightly feature 


And the wild makes you just lose it than to even understand this 
thing 
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It is just more of the same 

A whole lot of nothing and a hell of a lot of pain 

And by the way 

I viewed my life lately in my dreams 

Full of things that aren’t made for me 

A nice house, a nice car, I got a pool table in my crib and a wet bar 
But even in my dreams I know that are dreams 

Because never in my life have I ever seen these things before me 
That were mine 

Frankly not possibly 

And tell myself in those dreams that I wake up from and awake in 
the day-mare 

And stop and stare 

That I knew I would appear 

Tortured in front of you and can’t ask one damn soul what I 
should do 

By the way 

That my cries won’t tarnish none of the losses I have gained today 
Just a sad ass statement I had to make 


Timothy Dallas Bailey 
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My Heart Bleeds 


My hearts bleed for the pain 

And the suffering of poor souls that go on everyday 

But feel every moment that they can’t maintain 

It is a sad thing 

To be in the change 

When no one ever gives you the rules to the game 

Mind is blown completely off course 

And the length to every destination seems to be coming up short 
Gladly but badly 

Lessons have to be learned 

From the mistakes you turned away from 

Some what like, following the light into an estranged sun 

It is the source of your problems to get the answer and learn 
But if you don’t put 1 and 1 together they’ll be strangers to you, 
And you’re the one, 

And you’re the sun, 

Your light can shine as bright as any and everyone, 

And don’t look for the dim, 

Break out like a bolt of lightning, 

Like your life, seek each one of your functions, 

Your exhibits in accordance to your final destination, 

Hope for that abundance, 

Til you disperse and dynasty will be a complete illumination, 
Dreaming a peaceful scene of complete relaxation, 


31 


Out of The Shadows Ex Umbra Vol. 38 


But on the other hand, 

Just breathe, 

Let the air be your guide, 

Open one’s mind to exhaustion of life’s sunrise, 


Middays, dusk, and sets.... 

Trying to be shy of the word regret, 

And let your medium hold you steady, 

Not unbreakable but always calm first and secondly ready, 


When you blink let your movement be effortless, 

As if you think of nothing and fall to sleep, 

Raise your head and let your eyes gleam into another’s 
but never focus on a thing 

Live coming to something 

As if something is coming to you, 

And life will be, 

And just be, 

Eeiie 


Timothy D. Bailey 
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Who are They 


Who are they 

These people with so much to say 

You never see their faces 

They got sayings for all types of people and places 
They say there’s a silver lining in every cloud 
They say it’s not polite to speak too loud 

Don’t play with fire or you’ll get burned 

They say be patient and wait your turn 

They say if you want something you have to go get it 
They say my clothes are too-tight but I like the fit 
They say an apple day keeps the doctor away 
Where are these people and who are they 

You win some you lose some that’s what they say 
It doesn’t matter if you win or lose it’s how you play 
I can’t buy that I don’t care what they say 

If that was true they wouldn’t keep score 

Of who slept with who or who’s a whore 

They say don’t worry about others just be yourself 
Then they compare you to other’s wealth 

Who are these people who run our lives 

Probably some church-going folks who tell lies 
Watch what you eat that’s the other thing they say 
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They say we all gonna die anyway 

live your life to the fullest that’s what I say 

I’m gonna do what I want to anyway 

And if at first you don’t succeed, try try again 

That’s my formula for life that’s why I win 

But in a funny and ironic way 

When I become a father I might refer to they 

That’s an easy way to get across what I’m trying to say 
I guess I’1l become a part of they. 


Jonathan Lump Perry 
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Black Man 


Black man, black man 

Am I calling your name in vain? 

Wasting my breath and my time 

Because your eyes constantly look passed mine 

To see baby blue sometimes green, or maybe 

Neither, not one nor the other but somewhere in-between, 
But my brown eyes... 

My brown eyes go unseen. 


Is it my nappy hair that makes you look the other way? 
Or maybe my skin is too dark for your taste? 

Are my lips too think for you to like? 

Or is it your feel I’m clumsy with no grace? 


I see you everyday 

On my way to class Monday through Friday, 
In the café, 

The grocery store, 

My job, 

The mall, 

My dorm, 

And even the corner store. 

But yet you look through me as if I was glass, 
Transparent but really more translucent; 

A figure so dim in existence. 
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I try to just go with the flow and not let my disappointment show, 
But damn...black man, I seriously need to know, 

What is it about me that makes you run to another? 

Even my own brother chooses to seek the eyes of a different color. 


All I want is to find me a brotha’, a strong black man who 
Can’t be compared to anotha’. 

Not asking for a superman, just a man who is of color. 

Rich mixture....A special blend....of one a kind.... 

Sporting timbs, jeans, and a beater....or a 3 piece suit... 

It doesn’t matter...just give me a black man that I can respect. 


Got me singing the blues like Ella. 

Looking through patient eyes. Trying to rise against all odds. 
Black man, Black man, 

My beautiful Ebony King, 

What is about my brown eyes that makes them go unseen? 


Tanicia R. Garris 
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Like a Flower 
In Loving Memory of the late Keshone S. Pugh 


We rip and run 
And laugh and play 
And forget the blessing 
Of each passing day 
We begin as seeds 
That blossom as we go 
and with nurture and care 
We continuously grow 
But nothing is promised 
Day by day 
Come rain or shine 
Hardships pass our way 
Sometimes in life 
We are over-watered with the burdens of the world 
And problems and troubles 
Our way, are continuously hurled 
But then there are dry spells 
Where we’re neglected and alone 
And it seems like there’s no place 
We can truly call our own 
But because God is in control 
Of even Life’s storms and rain 
We can find strength and reassurance 
Even through the pain 
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When we have fulfilled life’s purpose 
And when we have gotten to the place 

When it is time to step out of the way 

Like a flower we come to the end of life’s chase 
Even though it is irreplaceable 
Other seeds are still being planted 
The sun continues to shine 
And life is being granted 
Just know that tomorrow is only a myth 
Today is the time 
It’s God’s greatest gift. 
Trish J. Hardy 
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If Forever Never Comes 


If forever never comes 
Then who is to blame? 

I could point the finger at you 
But what good will that do. 
If Forever Never Comes 
What am I to do? 

Hang around and wait for you? 
Contemplate on other things to do? 
If Forever Never Comes 
Then I won’t feel bad 
I’ve had my share of being sad. 

I know I’ve done my share of things, 
the type that brings 
love to an end. In you I’ve lost a friend. 
But if Forever Never Comes 
I’ve given all that I have and still have more to invest. 
If I decide to stick around 
And put up a fight 
You have to show me that it’s worth it 
And try your best to do everything right. 
“TF” Forever Never Comes 
And you find yourself missing me 
Always know that I loved you 
And I’ll love you eternally. 


Precious James 
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The Family Claws 


Night had cast its black veil over the forest. The white snow that blanketed the 
treetops and the forest floor made for a beautiful scene. An icy wind danced 
around me, but I didn’t feel the slightest chill. I stopped to sniff the air then 
shuddered, I could hear the snow crushing underneath my feet with every step. 
Looking down I examined the sword that hung in my grip. It was massive, with a 
long broad double-edged blade. There was blood on it, steam rose from it and 
hung in the frigid night air. I thought back to the chaos of the battle, flashes of 
men, women, and children running in terror. As my mind dove deeper into the 
image, I could hear the screams of the dying, and smell the thick stench of blood 
and burning flesh. 


As the ghostly echoes left my mind, the sound of footsteps came to my ears. I 
turned to the source as the footsteps quickened to the sound of running. From over 
the snow-covered hill came a huge wolf. The beast stopped an arm’s length in 
front of me panting, its chest heaving. We stood looking at each other for a 
moment, and then the creature rose and stood on its hind legs, towering over me 
with its powerful form and flowing, red fur. 


“Alex, it’s Sage. Why do you leave so soon?” it asked, almost growling. I said 
nothing in response, and the beast spoke again, “Come back with me and partake 
of the spoils of victory with us.” Still I say nothing, this time kneeling down to pick 
up a large handful of snow. As Irise to my feet, I smeared the blood soaked blade 
with the snow and wiped it clean. The wolf dissolved away, leaving a young 
woman in its place. “What troubles you?” she asked. 


I sheath the sword and answer her, “During the battle I saved a child, a little girl 
no older than 2, and her parents where not as grateful as they should have been.” 
She gave me a puzzled look. I explained, “After I saved her, she was scared and 
crying for her parents. After the battle, she rode on my back as we searched for 
her parents. We found them rummaging through the burned out hunk of mortar 
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that use to be their home. The girl’s parents saw me and cringed with fear. The 
girl’s father snatched her from me and called me a monster.” 


Sage put a hand on my shoulder and said, “Those were merely the words of a 
frightened man, don’t let them get to you. Had we not gone to their aid they would 
have all been slaughtered. He is but one man, the other villagers were most 
grateful for our help.” She transformed into her wolf form again and said, “Come 
back with me Brother and let us both partake of the battle’s spoils with our friends 
and kin.” With that she runs ahead a few yards then stops to look back at me. I 
transform into my own wolf form and run to catch up with her. 


“Then I wake up.” I finished relaying the odd dream, not sure if I believed 
my own words. “What do you think it means, Grandma Sol?” [ asked. She sat 
silent in her chair trying to collect her thoughts. “Grandma Sol, please tell me what 
you think the dream means,” I pleaded. She stood up and walked into her bedroom, 
then she came back into my room carrying a large bundle. “Grandma, let me help 
you with that.” I said, moving to take the heavy bundle from her. 

“Sit down, Alex, I can manage on my own,” she said. She placed it on the 
on my desk then came back and sat with me on the bed. “Alex, I was going to wait 
until your birthday for this, but it looks like it won’t wait,” she said. “Your old 
enough to know the truth about everything now.” 

I looked at her confused. “What do you mean? Truth about what?” She 
looked over at the photo of my parents, then back at me. “You told me about what 
happened to Mom and Dad when I was seven.” 

Grandma shook her head, “What I told you then wasn’t the whole story. 
You were too young to understand the truth.” She sighed, and then continued, 
“The truth is your parents weren’t killed in a car crash, they were murdered.” 

My brain went into a tailspin. | started to shout, “Murdered! Who did it?! 
Why?!” The tears began streaming down my cheeks, “Why did you lie to me?” 

Grandma tried to comfort me, but it didn’t help. “Tell me what happened to 


them.” 
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She looked at me with those tender, soothing eyes and replied, “I will, but 
first I have to show you this.” She opened the bundle of cloth to reveal the sword 
that I saw in my dream. She laid it on the bed in front of me. A large flat double- 
edged blade, the handle was half the length of the blade and bound in black leather. 
“This is our family sword, the Kukri. It has been in our family for over one 
hundred generations, and in that time it has seen many battles.” I gazed at the 
weapon in awe; it was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. 

I tried to lift it, but it was too heavy. “How could anyone fight with this 
thing, it must weigh a ton?” I asked. Grandma just looked at me and smiled. 

“This weapon wasn’t meant for human hands,” she started. “This weapon 
was forged by a Garou, and can only be used by a Garou.” 

I looked at her with eyebrow raised. “Garou? Isn’t that a German techno 
group?” 

Sol shook her head and replied, “No dear boy, that is what we call 
ourselves, but humans have coined another name for us. WEREWOLF.” 

I started to laugh, “Werewolf, that’s a good one grandma. Come on, 
what’s this really about? Werewolves are a myth, they only exist in the movies.” 
My laughter stopped when I saw her face. She wore a stern expression I called the 
iron face, which meant she was serious. “You’re not joking, you’re saying I’ma 
werewolf? If you aren’t joking then you must be losing your mind in your old 
age. 

After that statement the iron face was locked in. “I’m perfectly sane, and 
this is the truth. This is something that was more common than you would think 
back in Norway.” she replied. She could already hear the question I would ask 
next, and answered it before it came out of my mouth. “No, no one was bitten, that 
kind of thing only happens in very rare cases. We were all born with this GIFT, 
everyone in our family.” 

“Gift?! How could you consider this a gift, we’re a family of FREAKS, 
worse than that a family of MONSTERS.” I said hopping to my feet. “What proof 
do you have? ” 
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“We aren’t freaks, and the monsters are the people that don’t understand 
us,” she said as I paced back and forth. “As for proof I’ll show you.” She rolled 
up her sleeve of her nightshirt exposing the birthmark on her forearm. “This mark 
is common among those in our family that will transform. Your Father had this 
same mark on his neck, and you have it as well.” I looked down at my leg and say 
the same mark. At that moment, my alarm clock went off. “I guess well have to 
finish this when you come home from school.” 

“School?! You expect me to go to school; you just dropped a BOMB on 
me. How am I supposed to deal with this?” Sol came to my bedside and put her 
arms around me. She started to hum a soft relaxing tune. It helped a little, but I 
still felt like a freak. I got myself together and asked, “How did my parents die?” 

Sol was silent for a few minutes, then started slowly “The ...... the break 
lines on the car had been cut. It was funny because your father had just picked the 
car up from the shop that same day. When I went to the auto shop to ask some 
questions the owner told me that the man that serviced the car quit after your father 
drove off. I never found out who he was or why he did it.” After a moment of 
silence she got up to leave the room, but before she left she said, “We'll finish this 
after you come home from school, now get up and get ready. Chaz and Moya will 
be here to pick you up.” With that she went into the kitchen. 

An hour later Chaz any Moya where waiting for me. “ALEX! COME 
OUT ALREADY!” Chaz yelled. He was always in a hurry. I come out and we 
started our walk to school. Chaz looked me over then said, “What’s up with you? 
You look like some one just drop kicked you in the gut. You should be happy, 
your birthday is the day after tomorrow.” 

I wasn’t really listening to Chaz; I was deep in thought, trying to wrap my 
mind around that information that Grandma Sol had just dropped on me. 
Werewolf, some gift. I thought to myself. /t didn’t do my parents any good, and 
who would want to kill them? Why did they do it? Will they come after Grandma 
and me? What will Chaz and Moya think? Should I even tell them? 


Out of The Shadows Ex Umbra Vol. 38 


Then Moya’s voice woke me from my trance. “Alex what’s wrong? 
We’ ve never seen you this down before.” 

I took a deep breath and answered, “Grandma told me about how my 
parents really died.” Chaz and Moya stopped and looked at each other, they didn’t 
know how to respond. I turned to face them and continued, “The car accident that 
killed them was NO accident. Some one cut the break lines on the car.” 

Moya looked at Chaz, they both took a step forward. I felt the tears 
welling up in my eyes. Moya put her arms around me, “I so sorry to hear that, 
Alex. This must be tearing you up.” 

“Does Sol know who and why?” Chaz asked. 

“No, no she doesn’t. The guy vanished,” I said between sobs. “This 
maniac is still out there. He could drive by right now and I wouldn’t know the 
bastard if I saw him.” Just then Principal Roukoff drove past us. 

He stopped at the corner and got out of his car. “Chester, Moya, 
Alexander, is everything alright?” he asked. He came closer, and put his hand on 
my shoulder, “You look as though you had just been given some bad news.” None 
of us replied. He looked at his watch and said, “The bell for homeroom is going 
to ring in ten minutes, let me give you three a ride so you won’t be late. Hop in.” 
With that we all got into his car, and he drove us up to the front of the school. As 
I was getting out, Mr. Roukoff called out to me, “Alexander, come by my office 
later and we’ll talk.” I nodded and ran inside. 

After homeroom I went to see Mr. Roukoff in his office. “Hello, 
Alexander, come in. Have a seat.” I stepped in and sat in the chair in front of his 
desk. “Tell me, what is troubling you.” I sat silent, just looking off to the side. 
“You're going to make me guess? Okay, You got some bad news today, that is 
clear.” He sat back in his chair and started thinking. 

Before he could make his first guess I said, “I found out this morning that 
my parents were murdered.” He looked stunned as I continued. “My Grandmother 


told me this morning that the person was never caught, and we don’t know why he 
did it.” 
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He stood up and handed me a tissue from the box on the corner of the 
desk. “How old were you when it happened?” he asked. 

“I was a new born, still in the hospital. Grandma tells me it happened a 
week after I was born.” 

“So you never knew them. I’m sorry to hear that, my boy. People in this 
world are sick indeed. But take heart, young Alexander, for you and I share 
something in common.” he said, walking over to a picture on the far right wall of 
his office. “This was my Father. I lost him when I was about your age. He was all 
the family I had in this world. He was killed on a hunting trip, I held him in my 
arms and watched him die. 

“My Grandmother is all the family I have left. I feel like if 1 can make her 
proud then that will make them proud,” I replied. 

Mr. Roukoff smiled and said, “My boy we do share something. Keep up 
the good work and you’ll do just that.” He walked back to the desk and started to 
write on a note pad. When he finished the handed me the note and said, “Take this 
note to your next class, and have a nice day Alexander.” We shook hands and I 
left. 

After school Chaz, Moya, and I started to walk down the street. We didn’t 
say much until we got to my house. “What did Roukoff want?” Chaz asked. 

“I told him the same thing I told you guys this morning. He made me feel 
a little better,” I replied. 

“You know we’re here for you too, Alex.” Moya said. 

I know, but this is going to take time to process,” I said. 

They nodded and we said our goodbyes, I went into the house and tossed 
my books on the sofa. I walked into the kitchen, Sol called me from up stairs, 
“Alex, is that you?” 

“Yes, Grandma Sol, I’m in the kitchen,” I yelled back. She came down 


the stairs and sat at the table. 
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“Do you want to finish our conversation?” she asked. I nodded. “There 
are different tribes of our kind through out the world. Ours is the GET OF 
FENRIS. When we transform, we are not wild, untamed beasts. We retain our 
human minds and live almost the same way of life. We Garou have our own 
language and culture. We have lived alongside all the peoples of this planet since 
the beginning.” She went on for hours, and she told me everything. 

The next morning I was outside waiting for Chaz and Moya with a smile 
on my face. “Now that’s what I like to see, a smile.” Moya said, as she hugged 
me. Out of nowhere she kissed me on the cheek. All I could think about was what 
Sol told me. It was all so fantastic, too fantastic to believe. The next day was 
Saturday, my birthday. I told Sol that I had informed Moya and Chaz about the 
family secret. Surprisingly she was okay with it. We all went out and spent the day 
just having fun. Sol took us to the Mall. Chaz, Moya and I hung out in the arcade 
while Sol went shopping. Nothing weird happened, but I felt like someone was 
watching me, just couldn’t shake it. 

We took them home, after which Sol and I drove out to the outskirts of 
town. We were about ten miles outside heading into the foothills. Sol stopped the 
car, and we both got out. “It’s 6:00, we’ve got about three hours before moonrise,” 
she stated. I scanned the surrounding area, nothing but the highway and trees on 
either side. “Come on, follow me. We have to go the rest of the way on foot,” she 
said pointing at a path off the right of the car. We followed the path to where it 
opened into a large clearing. A ring of trees surrounded us, like an audience 
awaiting a concert. Sol turned to me and said, “Happy Birthday Alexander. It’s 
now 7:00; we’ve got two hours before the moon rises. If you have any questions 
ask them now.” 

“What does the transformation feel like?” I asked. 

Sol was silent for a moment, looking up to the sky then back at me. “Your 
skin feels like it’s on fire.” she started. “Then you get a sharp pain that starts in 
your stomach, like you just ate a plate of razor blades. After that it feels like every 
bone in your body is breaking, but they aren’t, they’ re just rearranging themselves. 
By this time you’re on your knees because of the pain. Your body is covered in 
hair, your muscles triple in size. Then the pain drifts away, and you find yourself 
reborn. The first transformation is always the most painful.” 
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I chose my words carefully for the next question, “Will I remember who 
I am?” 

She walked over to me and placed a hand on my shoulder, “Yes, I told you 
that already. Your mind won’t change, just your body.” 

“Will you change too?” I asked timidly. 

“Not tonight my child. In my many years of life ? ve learned to control my 
own transformations.” Grandma Sol then advised me to remove my clothes, so as 
not to ruin them during the transformation. The moon had risen and I felt the sharp 
pain and burning sensation that she warned me about. It felt like I was in the belly 
of a charcoal pit, sweat rained from every pore. I clutched my stomach; it felt like 
Godzilla was rampaging inside. My nose and jaws began to grow out ward. 
Falling to my knees I could hear Sol’s voice, “Try to relax, don’t fight it. I know 
it doesn’t feel good, but this is natural.” Her words didn’t help, another wave of 
pain racked my body as hair started to take over my form. It felt like my bones 
were trying to tear themselves out. I tried to scream, but what came out was a half 
human half animal growl. After what felt like forever the pain stopped, I felt a 
little disoriented, and confused. 

I could hear Sol’s voice, “Alex, Alex look at me.” I looked at her, we 
were face to face. “Stand up, Grandson,” she ordered. She took a few steps back 
as I rose up on my hind legs. I towered over her, my huge form cast a shadow over 
her. I felt a new strength and awareness; I looked down at Sol who smiled up at 
me. Then my attention was taken away by a sound. It sounded like a gun cocking, 
then I saw a red dot race up Sol’s back. Without so much as a word I knocked her 
to the ground as the shot rang out. 

I could hear laughing coming from the direction the shot originated. Sol 
got to her feet, then turned to face the source of the laughter. “Come out and show 
yourself coward!” she yelled. I started to growl and bare my teeth as the shooter 
stepped into the clearing. He was dressed in a black body suit, and a long black 
trench coat. His face was covered by a red mask and black hood. “You're a 
Hunter, aren’t you?” Sol asked. The Hunter nodded, and took aim at her again. | 


stepped into his line of fire, snarling ready to pounce. 
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The Hunter laughed, “Isn’t this sweet, he’s trying to protect you. Move 
boy, I’1l deal with you soon enough. [havea score to settle with your Grandmother 
first.” Then Sol jumped over me transforming in mid flight and tackled him to the 
ground. The Hunter, using his rifle as shield, just barely kept her from biting him. 
Then they started a tug-o-war for the weapon. Sol crushed it in her jaws, and they 
both took a step back. “So you still have some fight in you, old girl,” he said 
whipping out a knife from his left hip. 

Sol looked back at me, “Alex stay back, this is my fight,” she said. The 
Hunter lunged at her with the blade. She dogged his attack while making one of 
her own. She dug her claws into his back, at the same time taking hold of his coat. 
He tried to get free of it, but one jerk of her powerful arm sent him smashing into 
a tree. The impact knocked some pinecones out of the tree. 

The Hunter struggled to his feet, throwing off the torn coat, “Is that all 
you got? I didn’t even feel it.” Sol growled, then lunged and pinned him on the 
ground, but when she tried to bite him he spat something into her face. Sol fell 
back howling and blind, then the Hunter followed up with a kick to the face. She 
clawed wildly at the air, hitting nothing. Picking up his knife he moved up behind 
he and slashed her shoulder, laughing all the time. Sol howled in pain, “Does it 
hurt? Let me make it worse,” he taunted as he kicked her again. His back was 
facing me, I watched him kick her wounded shoulder. 

In a fury I rushed at him and impaled him on my claw, lifting him into the 
air. He screamed in pain as he squirmed like worm on a hook, then I looked down 
at Sol. She had reverted to her human form, and was unconscious. I threw the 
Hunter into the trees, then picked her up. She was in bad shape. The knife wound 
that had been on her shoulder as a werewolf wrapped around her back as a human. 
I remembered the path we used and ran toward it. I could see the lights of a 
Highway Patrol car that had stopped to investigate our car. I gently laid Sol down 
on the ground, then roared as loud as I could to get their attention. 
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I hid myself as they came running with flashlights and pistols drawn. 
“Sergeant, over here. There’s an elderly woman over here she looks hurt bad!” the 
officer yelled. 

The Sergeant came over and said, “Go to the patrol car, get a blanket, the 
first aid kit, and radio for an EMS unit.” The Sergeant stayed with Sol while the 
other officer ran to the patrol car. 

“The EMS unit is on its way. ETA 15 minutes, they’re sending the 
chopper from County Hospital. They said to treat the wounds as best we can until 
it gets here,” the officer said as he brought the items the Sergeant asked for. I 
watched them tend to Sol, then I remembered I left the Hunter back in the clearing. 
I wanted to go back, but I chose to wait for the EMS unit to pick up Sol. The 
helicopter came, and they loaded her in. “I’ll go with the EMT’s and see if I can 
get any info from her. You stay here and check things out,” the Sergeant yelled as 
the helicopter lifted off. As it flew off I ran down the path back to the clearing. It 
was empty, the Hunter was gone. I found his blood trail and followed it for an 
hour until it led me to the edge of a river. The blood and sent trail were lost, I 
howled in anger. At that moment, the sharp pain came back. It wasn’t as intense 
as before, but it still felt like hell. I looked down at my claws as they slowly turned 
back into hands. I was so busy following the trail I didn’t realize it was morning. 
The pain drove me to my knees, as my body returned to it human form, then 
everything went black. 

“Hey kid, you alright?” a voice asked as I came to. I saw the Highway 
Patrol Officer looking down at me. He knelt down to help me up. “Are you okay, 
son?” My head was pounding, it felt like a rock concert was in my skull. Then I 
remembered Sol I tried to run, but ended up falling to the ground. The officer 
helped me to my feet again. “Easy, son. From the looks of this blood trail you 
need to take it slow.” We walked back to his patrol car, passing through the 
clearing to collect my clothes. I got dressed and sat in the car. The officer asked, 
“What are you doing out her?” 

“I was out here with my Grandmother,” I started. “When we got to the 
clearing some nut case jumped us. He cut my Grandma, left a huge gash on her 
back. I ran after him and got lost, when I got to the river’s edge when he clocked 
me from behind. The next thing I know, you’re picking me up out of the mud.” 
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The officer smiled, “Well the good news is we found your Grandma a few 
hours ago. She’s at County Hospital, and I’Il take you there.” I thanked him, and 
we drove off to the hospital. 

When we got there the ICU was in shambles, full of doctors, police and 
highway patrol. The officer and I went over to one of the doctors, the officer said, 
“Excuse me doc, but we’re looking for an elderly woman that was brought in about 
seven/eight hours ago I brought her grandson in to make a positive ID.” 

The doctor responded, “She isn’t here. The helicopter never made it back. 
We found the pilots two hours ago, they said the Highway Patrol Officer took over 
and threw them out.” I felt my heart drop as the doctor spoke. 

I spent hours at the hospital, filling out police reports and being looked at 
by the doctors. They released me around 3:00, and I went home, I didn’t know 
what else to do. 

I sat down in the living room, looking over at the phone I could see the 
message light blinking. I pushed the play button and the machine came to life. 
“You have one new message. Message one; Hello boy.” It was the Hunter’s voice, 
“I hope you enjoyed your little trip in the woods with Grandma. She’s with me 
right now, if you ever want to see her again be at the football field behind the high 
school at 6:15. Come alone.” I looked down at my watch as the machine fell 
silent, it was already 5:45. I ran out of the house and down the street to the school. 
Usually a 15-minute walk, but I made it a 8-minute run. I got to the football field 
and didn’t see anyone. 

“Sol” I yelled. “Grandma, where are you?!” 

Then a voice came over the field PA. “Stop shouting. Your Grandmother 
is trying to rest, she’s badly injured.” 

“Screw you!” IJ replied. 

“Now, now, such language,” he said as a man stepped out into view. “I 
don’t think your Grandmother would be very proud to hear you using such 
obscenities.” This time I recognized the voice, it was Mr. Roukoff. 

“Mr. Roukoff, is that you? What are you doing?” 
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“At the moment, holding your Grandmother’s life in my hands,” he 
replied. I could see him raising a gun, so I ducked behind the bleachers before he 
could shoot. “You and your kind must be wiped from the earth. I might not be 
able to get you all, but you and your Grandmother will be good enough for me.” 

“What did we ever do to you?” I asked as he shot at the bleachers. 

“You were bom,” he replied as he let fly another shot. 

I moved as quietly as I could so as not to tip him to my position. I moved 
from underneath the bleachers and came up behind him. He whipped around and 
put the gun in my face. “Where’s my Grandmother?” I asked. 

“She died in the helicopter. Don’t feel too bad, after tonight you'll be with 
your entire family,” he said in a cold tone. “I thought I would get you all at once. 
The happy family, all killed in a tragic car crash.” 

Something in me snapped. “Stop it!” I said. 

“No, you’ll hear me, then I’1I kill you,” he ranted. My father and I hunted 
your kind all over the world. My father was a great man, and all the family I had 
in the world. Your Great Grandfather, Sol’s father, killed him. Sol got away while 
I held my dead father in my arms.” Roukoff was really losing it now. His hands 
started to shake, and it looked like he was having trouble holding the gun steady. 
Then I remembered the wound I inflicted on him in the woods. As long as he had 
that gun on me there wasn’t anything I could do to take advantage of it. He 
continued, “I tracked her, waiting for my chance to strike. It became my life long 
goal, and now it’s almost done.” 

He was about to pull the trigger when a voice came out of nowhere, “Mr. 
Roukoff is that you?” Then a man came out from behind the bleachers, it was the 
school grounds keeper. Roukoff hid the gun as the grounds keeper moved toward 
us. “It’s a little late to be out here, don’t you think?” Roukoff turned to the 
groundskeeper to reply. I took that moment to punch him in the back. He fell to his 
knees, dropping the gun. 

“Call the police, he’s trying to kill me!” 1 yelled. The grounds keeper ran 
into the stands. Roukoff scrambled to reclaim the gun, but I got to it first. “Don’t 
move,” I said. He looked up at me and started to laugh. “I don’t see anything 
funny, you’re the one staring down the barrel of a gun now.” 
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“You won’t shoot,” he said as he struggled to his feet. 

“Stay back,” I warned. He just kept coming. Then he reached behind his 
back. I pulled the trigger out of reflex. I didn’t even hear the shot, I just saw him 
fall onto the fifty-yard line. 

I told the police what happened, the grounds keeper backed me up. After 
the police finished questioning me they let me go home. I went back to the house, 
picking up the mail as I walked through the door. I flopped down on the sofa. The 
TV flipped on. Must have sat on the remote, I thought. As I searched for the 
remote I saw that a tape was in the VCR. I pushed the play button and saw Sol. 
“Hello, Alexander. I made this tape to tell you about the family secret. If you’re 
watching this I’m most likely not around anymore. Before I go on you have to 
believe that what I’m about to tell you is the truth.” I paused the tape and thought 
to myself, / believe you Grandma, I believe you. 


Timothy Coleman 
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No Trespassing 


No trespassing 

For blocked is the gateway 
Empty sockets envelope 

a sullen face that wells with hurt 
Useless are the eyes 

that only see hues of gray 
Useless are the eyes 

that have dust instead of tears 
So I’ve removed them 

and posted a sign in their place 
No trespassing 


Kristen Thompson 
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Conversations with Vengeance 


Conversations with Vengeance led me to this path 

He befriended me, telling me I had the power of wrath 
I followed his footsteps that led me into murky waters 
Fear swam beside us, but Vengeance would ward him off 
Comforted, we continued on our journey 

The foul water slaps my mouth and rises under my eyes 
Here comes Fear again 

Surely Vengeance will thwart his path 

Fear submerses my head into the foul water 

My sight diminishes within seconds 

“Vengeance, Vengeance, where are you? 

Save me!” 

Vengeance replies, 

“I have but one master and you are not he” 

May you now be comforted in your misery 

I leave you now worse than before 

With fear by your side as your faith he tore 

Seek solace in Vengeance never more. 


Kristen Thompson 


2) 


Out of The Shadows Ex Umbra Vol. 38 


Confessions 


Little Girl, 
I see you crying, 
as blows exchange between them. 
Sitting under the street light 
hoping for direction in the dark. 
Hearing the sound of glocks screaming 
in your ear, praying it’s not the end. 
Remembering the fear in their water-filled 
eyes longing to go back east. 
Heads bow. We pray for Jehovah’s divine 
love to ease the pain. It hurts like hell. 
Woman, 
Reminiscing on the beast that stripped you of your 
confidence. 
Discovering powers unknown, 
digging deep for the fruits of your soul. 
Striving for knowledge, the Nile quenches your 
thirst, as you make your ancestors proud. 
Appreciating your strife, not forgetting 
to press toward the mark. 
Angels encamp around you as 
the quicksands of life suck you under. 


J. Manigan 
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To The Racial Profilers 


What would it take for us to be equal? 

A chance for us all to be treated as people. 

We all smile and say that we’ve come so far 

So why is it that I can’t own a nice car 

And my brotha can’t dress in his comfortable attire 
And go into your store and be treated like a buyer 
Instead we are followed and watched with your eyes 
And every move we make seems scrutinized 

Because to this day 

There are some that still say 

That since you have a black face 

You are genetically a guilty race 

The race more likely to commit violet acts and crime 
So what did all these years do, give racism more time? 
To hide under a badge or a corporate name 

So maybe times have changed but people are still the same 
This day as the victims we are the prey 

And our predator is hunting Everyday 
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But until the day comes that we all stand as one 

And no longer have to sing “We shall overcome” 

Until that moment and that very day 

On my knees to my Lord I will earnestly pray 

That this day we are searching for and desperately seek 

When human beings won’t be treated like animals 

Until that day I still intend 

Not to assume you my enemy 

before I assume you my friend 

And I ask you sincerely, not playing any games 

That the next time you see me you will do the same 

I don’t judge you, so if you please, do not judge me 

For all judgement is left up to God, if you don’t believe me 
just wait and see. 


Kirtisha Jones 


58 


Out of The Shadows Ex Umbra Vol. 38 


At Its Best 
You are the one who I run to 
When things become tough and weary 
People have said it wouldn’t last for us 
But I’d have it no other way 


With you I share my joys, my sorrows, 
Jubilance, and tears 

I have dated others 

But with you I hope to spend many years 


Within us, one may find disagreement 
Sometimes a “war” may there be 

I have discovered unchartered love with you 
And the pleasure principle is now what I see 


You are the one to whom I cling, 

For your arms are so strong, 

Security is what I am seeking... 

You’ve shown that my search has not been too long 


For you have been the one 

Where in my journey does rest 
I love you--that’s it--I love you 
That’s how I put it—at it’s best. 


Tia Todd 
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Class Notes 


Class notes being used as fans 

heads bob with the emergence of mercury 
education glistens from the faces 

it’s summer at NCCU. 


Heat has reared its ugly head 

the emerging force is fierce 

piercing your skin with pinpoint precision 
to stay or go, it is a tough decision. 


But we continue on 

no matter how uncomfortable the feel 

sweat continues to flow, more during the day 
this is no longer work, this is tortured play. 


But we continue on 
with no rhyme or reason 
its summer at NCCU 


get used to this season 


Barry Moore 
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Love’s Complexities 
it was not love at first sight— 
but you caught my eye. 


persistence is golden after being 
rejected twice over. 


your shoulder my tears intertwine 
in times of despair. 


the Commodores accompany us 
as we share our past lives. 

ambitions—we dream to tread upon 
the lands that divide me. 


your wish for Charlie’s final escape 
my prayer for his eternal happiness. 


our love’s complexity goes deeper 
than the naked eye. 


mj-jm you are a reflection of me 
as iam a reflection of you. 


i love you for the black man you are 
and everything you will become. 


J. Manigan 
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Punching Bag 


your first comes down like thunder— 
reconstructing my face. 


you kick my side as if i hadn’t 
bore you three children. 


i don’t want them to see mommy 
the shades of black and blue. 


forget my faults so 1 can wipe 
away their tears. 


like clock-work the boxer 
beats his punching bag. 


I am not you wife—just an outlet for your bad days 
and a warm body for the others. 


J. Manigan 
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Congratulations! It’s a Baby 


The announcement of a pregnancy is usually a happy time for 
most women, but this is not the case in “Annunciation,” by Meridel 
LeSueur. The protagonist is a young mother- to-be whose concern for 
survival is not only for herself, but also for her unborn child. She is 
carrying a child whose future seems doomed to everyone but her. 
Although she is married, her husband does not want her to have the 
baby. Externally things may not look so optimistic, but internally she 
is growing into anew woman. At this time, she is more in tune with 
nature and begins to concentrate on herself and her baby. This 
connection to nature becomes critical as she struggles for her survival 
as a woman and mother. Initially, LeSueur portrays the protagonist 
as weak and submissive. However, this changes as the pregnancy 
progresses and she becomes a stronger person. No longer does she 
expect her husband or society to understand how she feels. Because 
of hardships and disappointments, she draws her strength from the 
lessons she observes in nature, the satisfaction from her personal 
growth, and the hopes for a better life for her unborn child. 

For someone experiencing life as an adult, the wonders of 
nature never cease, and the lessons learned are never forgotten. The 
protagonist is undergoing changes that she writes down for future 
reference. She states, “I want to write it down in some way, I have 
never felt this way before, except when I was a girl and was first in 
love and wanted then to set things down on paper so that they would 
not be lost,” (1822). Perhaps this is her way of holding on to these 
feelings and preserving ways to share these feelings with her child in 
the future. As she observes the cyclic changes of nature, she realizes 
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that something is changing within her. The pear tree symbolizes the 
changes she sees herself and others going through. Just as the tree 
buds and blooms and the leaves glistens, she inwardly feels that “the 
natural world is beautiful” (1825). She is able to see and feel the life 
that is budding within her. At the same time, she learns death is a 
natural part of life as she sees a sick neighbor who is “waiting for 
death” (1823). She realizes no one can live in this world alone, and 
in some ways we are all dependent upon someone or something to 
help us survive. We have to take what we have and make the best of 
it. Another lesson she learns from nature is that regardless of the 
storms she may encounter in life, surviving leaves her a much 
stronger person. No longer is she afraid to walk by the landlady, for 
now she is “ready to flower” (1822). The dawn of a new day is her 
signal that she has another opportunity to make things better. The 
dusk of the evening is her time to regroup and plan her next strategy 
to deal with the complications of her life. The time of her pregnancy 
is a time of decisions and prioritizing while looking to the future. 
But just as everything has a season to develop or fall by the wayside, 
so must she decide if she is to blossom into a self- supporting woman. 
Nature teaches her that she has all the tools needed for survival, but 
it is up to her to use them to her advantage. 

During this period of rapid growth, she feels the life of her 
baby developing, and perhaps for the first time, she senses a personal 
growth of her own. For most people, this pregnancy couldn’t have 
come at a worse time. She is married to someone who doesn’t want 
the baby, it is the middle of the Great Depression, and her husband 
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has to sometimes beg for spare change to buy spoiled fruit. Others 
pity her because she is pregnant. The woman who comes out to speak 
and sees that she is pregnant looks at her and remarks, “It’s too bad” 
(1828). The woman in her own state of isolation did not care that 
she is being insensitive. | Normally there is not enough food to 
sustain a single person, but now she is expected to provide for two. 
However, this does not dampen her spirit because the plenitude that 
she feels with the child somehow makes it all worthwhile. She senses 
the feeling of being alone as the individual pears on the tree, but she 
recognizes that although each is “alone and separate,” each one has 
a “kind of bloom upon it” (1823-24). She expresses this sentiment 
when she writes, “Such a bloom is upon me at this moment” (1824). 
She feels that no one can appreciate what she is experiencing at this 
time. Unfortunately, her husband does not share her feelings because 
he is forever trying to get her to “take something” (1824). He tries 
to shame her as she goes through morning sickness, and at the same 
time, encourages her to abort the baby by saying, “Why don’t you 
take something?” he kept saying.“Then you wouldn’t throw up your 
food like that. Get rid of it” (1824). Even his anger with as she 
refused to acknowledge his request could dampen her spirits, and she 
focuses all her energies on her baby. She notices each new movement 
and equates it to a field sprouting new life. She spends most of her 
time thinking and waiting on her unborn child. During a moment of 
introspection she “hears this far flight of strange birds going on in 


66 


Uivommneshadews® 0 Ex Umbra Voli38 


the mysterious air” (1826) about her which is foreshadowing her 
transformation from wife to mother. Spring for her is not just about 
having her baby, but also about the possibilities for spiritual and 
emotional growth. She knows she must cherish this time because, 
just like the pear tree, she will be barren again. 

In spite of the hardships of the time and the bleak future 
ahead, the mother-to-be has hopes for a life for her unborn baby. She 
describes the world to her unborn child as she expresses her hopes 
and dreams. Her maternal instincts take over and she feels she must 
protect her unknown child. The protagonist describes her condition 
as being “tender” and “wild” (1825), and how the child must be 
sheltered from the harsh elements of the world. She takes time to 
explain and describe things that are familiar to her as she talks to her 
unborn child. This is her way of preparing the little one for the world 
he or she is about to be born into. She acknowledges that “they are 
at the mercy of many hunters” (1825), but at the same time expresses 
the hopes for her child. She tells her baby, “I hope you will come 
glistening with life power, with it shining upon you as upon the 
feathers ofa birds. I hope you will be a warrior and fierce for change, 
so all can live” (1825). She sees hope for the future through this 
unborn child, not just something for him or her, but hopefully for the 
good of mankind. 

In “Annunciation,” LeSueur gives the reader a glimpse into 
the life of a young woman who is determined to make the best of a 
difficult situation. We see the character grow and blossom as she 
learns about life by observing nature. With no one to talk to, she 
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listens to the voice of nature as she experiences a life growing inside 
of her. She embraces motherhood with all the protective instincts of 
an animal protecting her young in the wild. She cherishes and protects 
the memories of this special time by recording moments on bits of 
paper. She sees the ugliness in the world, but she has hope that things 
will be better for her child as he or she branches upward and outward. 
It is her hope that her child will leave the world a better place for 
having been here. She commits readily to love unconditionally the 
child she is carrying. She learns through her observance of nature 
how to fold, bend, and crouch in secret to protect her own. But most 
importantly, she learns how to stand still and listen to the voice of 
nature. The protagonist in the story has to find her strength from 
within and discard negative suggestions and thoughts. It is because 
of the life that she carries that she believes she is doing the right thing 
by having her baby. She, ifno one else has to believe that things will 
be better for her baby, and the world will be a better place with her 
child in it. 


Le Sueur, Meridel. “Annunciation.” The Heath Anthology of 
American Literature. Ed. Paul Lauter. 3". Vol. 2. Boston: 


Houghton Mifflin Company, 1998. 1822-29. 


Deborah Freeman Watkins 
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The following originally appeared in Ex Umbra 37 but did not correctly identify the 
author. 


Contemplations 
I used to be flabbergasted by people who 
committed suicide, 
wondering what level of insanity 
facilitated such extreme action. 
I used to think it impossible to take your own life, 
cease your very own existence 
while possessing all mental faculties. 
I used to feel powerless with the knife 
gripped in my own hands. 
Or looking over the ledge of a rocky sea-cliff. 
I used to know when to let go 
of the craziness this world 
feeds me daily, eroding my resistence 
to these inclinations. Now 
I see that it is the ultimate escape 
from our inabilities to cope. 
I realize it is the sanest of folks 
who end their lives. 
I know true power lies in the will and desire 
to drive that knife deep and twist. 
I can no longer recognize the difference between 
the dementia I create and that of the world. 
Now, I want it, I crave it, I yearn for it. 
I welcome it and so bid it come. 


Petal Joseph 
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